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Me thinks thy voycc is altered ,and thou fpcakeft 
With better phrafe and matter then thou didft. 

Edg. Y’ar much deceaued, in nothing am I chang d 
But in my garments. . . fJ 

Qloll. Me thinks y’ar better fpoken. (feareful 

£dg. Come on fir, her’s the place, Hand ftill, how 
And dizi tis to caff ones ey es fo low: 

The crowes and choghes that wing the midway ayre 
Shew fcarce fo groffe as beetles, half e way downe 
Hangs one that gathers fampme,dreadfulltrade, 

Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head. 

The fifhermen that walke vpon the beach 
Appeare like mife,and jajngl anchormgbarke 
Diminiftit to her code, iier cock a born 
Almoft too fmaU £rBght,the murmuring , furge 

That on the vnnumbred idle peeble chaftes 
Cannot be heard; its fo hie lie looke no more, 

Leaft my braine turne,and the deficient light 
Topple'do wne headlong, 

Of th’extreame verge,for all beneath the Moone 
Would I liotleape vpright. 

Glofl. Let goe my hand; 

Herefriends another purffe, in it a lewell, 

Well worth a poore mans taking;Fairies and Gods 
Profper it with thee, goe. thou farther oit. 

Bid me farewell, and letmehcare thee going. 

£dg. Now fare you well good fir. ^ 

Shake patiently my great affliction oit. 

If I could beare it longer and not tall 
V To quarel with your great °PjP°“ eS T ij 

My fnu-ff and loathed part of nature Ihou 

Burns itfelfe out; if Edgar^w , 0 blel , 
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Itat'no. how conceit IS 
Std«reata*ofl.re, when life it felfe yeaWstoehcthefti 
rtt bccne where he though^ this had thought becnepaft; 

ahueor dead, ho you lit. heareyou fir, fpcak.thus might hepafle 

indeed, yet he reuiues, what arc you fir 5 

Hadft thoubelme ought but gofmone^diW^ayTC, 

Haft heauy fubftancejbleedft not?fpeakeft,arc found. 

Ten mafts at make not the altitude. 

Which thou haft perpendicularly fallal; 

Thy lifes a miracle, fpeake yet againe. 

Gloft. But haue I fallen or no? 

Edfc. From the dread fomraons of,this chalkie borne; 

Looke vp ahight, the fhrill gorg’d larke fo farre 
Cannotbee feene or heard, doe but looke vp i 
Gloft. Alack I haue no eyes. 

Is wretchednes depriu’d, that benefit 
To end it felfe by deathjtwas yet fome comfort 
Whenmifery could beguile the tyrants rage’ 

And fruftrate his proud will . 

Edg. Glue me your arme. 

Vp,fo , how feele you your leggesfyou ftand'. 
gloft. Too well, too well. 

Edg. Thisis abouc all ftrangenes 
Vpon the crowne ofthe cliff e what thing was that- 
Which parted from you? 

Gloft. A poore vnfortunate bagger. 

Edg . As I flood here below me thoughts his eyes 
Were two full Moones, a had a thoufand nofes, 

Homes welk’t and waued like the enridged fea, 

It was fome fiend, therefore thou happy father 
Thinke thatthe cleereft Gods, who made their honours 
Of mens impoflibilities, haue preferued thee. 

Gloft. I doe remember now,henceforth ile beare 
Affliction till it doe crie out it felfe 
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